THE SHEEP THAT WAS LOST
through the country to show that all we loved in the free-
dom of the open air could be had just as easily as an
organized body as in a wild gang. I caught up my education
—during those five years on the run I had forgotten every-
thing that I had learned during my first two years at school.
The daily struggle for existence had sharpened the wits of
all the members in our brotherhood of distress. We were
quicker and far more ready to grasp anything we heard
for the first time than ordinary school children at our age.
As long as our teachers were able to stimulate our pride and
play on our sporting spirit we would be ready to follow
them anywhere, even into the wilderness of algebra. By
1928 I had learned enough to take me through matric.
Seeing that I loved to write little poems or accounts of my
experiences they singled me out for a career as a writer and
sent me for two years to a school of journalism. In 1929
I took up a job as a reporter on the Ural Worker, a new
daily which appears at Sverdlovsk. I felt more at home
in the Urals—memories of earlier days came back to me.
I married a young girl who was also in the Comsomol.
The days when I had organized hunger strikes against the
G.P.U. in the communes were over. I had learned to dis-
cipline myself. In 1931 my first short stories were printed
in book form. The paper sent me to the North, to the
Yamal Peninsula, as their special correspondent.
4In October a steamer. Albatross, coining from the Yenisei,
was wrecked in a late autumn storm and broke against the
cliffs off the coast. Two of the sailors battled their way
through the whole peninsula for 500 miles down towards
the south, and in the end reached our settlement, starved,
frozen, completely exhausted. It was midwinter when they
turned up at our place, Now Port, the harbour just about
to grow into a town on the Arctic estuary of the Obi, and they
told us that they had had to leave the rest of the crew some-
where on the way. We immediately equipped a rescue party
and found the shipwreck soon enough but no trace of the
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